800	A MODERN COMKDY
" Poplar House " took some finding, and, when found,
was a little house supporting a large studio with a north
light. It stood, behind two poplar trees, tall, thin, white,
like a ghost. A foreign woman opened to him. Yes.
Miss Forsyte was in the studio with Mr. Blade ! Michael
sent up his card, and waited in a draught, extremely ill
at ease; for now that he was here he could not imagine
why he had come. How to get the information he wanted
without seeming to have come for it, passed his compre-
hension ; for it was the sort of knowledge that could only be
arrived at by crude questioning.
Finding that he was to go up, he went, perfecting his
first lie. On entering the studio, a large room with green
canvassed walls, pictures hung or stacked, the usual dais,
a top light half curtained, and some cats, he was conscious
of a fluttering movement. A little light lady in flowing
green, with short silver hair, had risen from a footstool,
and was coming towards him.
" How do you do ?   You know Harold Blade, of course ?"
The young man, at whose feet she had been sitting, rose
and stood before Michael, square, somewhat lowering with
a dun-coloured complexion and heavily charged eyes,
" You must know his wonderful Rafaelite work."
" Oh, yes ! " said Michael, whose conscience was saying :
" Oh, no ! "
The young man said, grimly; " He doesn't know me
from Adam."
" No, really," muttered Michael. " But do tell me, why
Rafaelite ? IVe always wanted to know."
" Why ? " exclaimed June. " Because he's the only
man who's giving us the old values ; he's re-discovered
them."
" Forgive me, I'm such a dud in art matters—I thought
the academicians were still in perspective ! "

